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As I turn over the pages of these beau¬ 
tiful reproductions of my paintings, dra¬ 
wings taken from my sketch-book and 
postcards and albums, there comes back 
to me a fleeting memory of my student- 
years in Kromehz, where I drew land¬ 
scapes and chased butterflies with equal 
passion. Net in hand, I would dash 
across the deserted Franciscan churchyard 
or through the new cemetery; I knew the 
hidden nooks and crannies in the rott¬ 
ing willow in which butterflies could be 
found, and where, as the sap trickled 
down from its cracked bark, I would find 
the Red Admiral butterfly. The graves 
were smothered in flowers, dog roses. 




double roses and, buried in them, the 
golden heads of the Cetonia aurata. I 
chased like a young savage past the new 
cemetery across a huge field of flower¬ 
ing clover. Here I could easily catch - 
even without the net - the Urticae but¬ 
terfly, the Cardui, the Polychroros, C Al¬ 
bum, the lo and also the Atalanta and 
Antiope. In the distance a Papilio Pada- 
lirius would occasionally fly up. It was 
a charming sight, this great, flowering 
field heavy with the scent of honey, full 
of animation, busy with buzzing flies, 
moths, bumble-bees and bees. 

When I came to Prague, I used to 
chase butterflies in the S&rka and in the 






Stromovka park where I would wait long¬ 
ingly for Spring's messenger, the gleam¬ 
ing white cress butterfly, the Antho- 
charis cardamines with its orange-tipped 
upper wings. Later during the summer 
holidays in Kozlov, always at noon, we 
would chase the pearly Pahia, the Aglaia, 
Latonia and other such vagabonds in the 
„little valley" on the edge of a wood. 
I had a sizable collection, but the Parnass- 
ius Apollo was missing from it. 

Around 1932 I spent my holidays in 
the Horelska Ma§a in Slovakia, near the 
mountains of Orlava, Kralova Hola and 
Gindura. We used to keep- fresh straw¬ 
berries, boiled crabs and a large bunch 



of Cypripedium calceolus, or gentian on 
our table. I would go, day by day, to the 
Muransky heights to draw. One day by 
chance a grey butterfly settled on a thistle 
in front of me. What? I drew closer and 
- there it was - a Parnassius Apollo! Until 
then I had never seen a live one. A but¬ 
terfly of graphic beauty, white, the edges 
of its wings transparent as the thinnest of 
ricepaper, with black spots, and on the 
lower wings two red eyes I Its body was 
shaggy, its head like that of a lamb with 
large black eyes. - A swish of the net and 
it is caught. And, just look, there's another 
one over there, and yet another one next 
to it. - During those holidays I caught 






about ten of them. Apollo became my 
darling, and together with the Papilio Pe- 
dalirius - which, in addition to every¬ 
thing else exudes a perfume - it became a 
symbol of butterfly beauty. I drew it in 
flight, resting, alighting, sunning itself. 
The surroundings of the Horelska Ma§a, 
particularly in the direction of the Mu- 
rafisky heights, provided me for several 
holidays with a rich hunting ground. Of¬ 
ten I would sit in a clearing watching 
the woods and the buzzard as, with slit 
wings like the battered sail-arms of an 
old windmill, it hunted for mice, circling 
above them and above me, over meadow, 
pasture and rocks. 





I no longer go there now. Now I sit 
on a bench in the grounds of a friend's 
house in Chodov near Prague, or in the 
little park in BubeneC; and I look up into 
the sky when the silver limes are in 
bloom, watching how, from the clouds, 
the Goddess of Rain pours water on the 
reaper. 

That too is beautiful, and I am quite 
satisfied. 

Max Svah ins k y 


Bubcnec, November 8th, 1947. 




Where are you, butterfly moments, 
When wings I had thought to possess? 
To-day a changed being I stand here 
From life deeper meaning to wrest. 



Many the miles that I flitted 
Borne by the wind on, alone. 
Where are you, butterfly moments. 
When I flitted from flower to stone 





The times when it mattered not whether 
I, nectar-drunk, fluttered or played. 

Well that I cannot return there 
Battered the wings are and frayed. 





Then I served only the pleasure 
Of man, whose step frights you from 

play. 

And winged the future that waits him 

Whose song soars to greet freedom's 

day. 





Butterflies, dazzling in sunlight. 

He envies the wings nature gave, 
As though your faint fluttering and 

flitting 

Could carry you far past the grave. 



Shortsighted human: has he not power 
Wings to create, from whose blade 
Nightly tempests and stars to the desert, 
To forests and oceans cascade? 






Tremor of butterfly wings-like a breeze 
Seeming to rest in the womb of the 

morn - 

Runs through the field, from the 

birds-eye shy 

To the corn-cockles of summer born. 




Shimmer of butterfly wings - you carry 
Aloft as a cargo of treasure rare, 

The glittering, chilly dew of the 

morning. 

From the blush of the dawn to the sun’s 

last flare 





Frolicsome butterfly wings - you bear 
The memory of times when the earth 

was wed 

Which, as love wakes in the springtime 

gay. 

Bursts from the heart, by longing sped. 



Green grows the grass to-day as then, 
Scented as ever the air, 

But this year's May is a different one, 
Sterner and wiser though fair. 






Butterflies! Frolic as ever you did ... 
without me though - my die is cast. 
Foolish, who conjure up memories dead, 
Lost those who live in the past. 




Countless the graves since sunk in 

the earth 

And cradles, new-fashioned for man. 
Fools only think on gossamer wings 
The ages vast to span. 




And had I eagles' wings, I must still 
Return to earth at last. 

Foolish the faith of the butterfly 
Who heeds not what is past. 



It feels that ahead the world expands 
A heaven of flowers and rainbows bright, 
Counting the flutter it gains by its play 
More than the calm of the eagle's flight. 





And aimlessly flying, it does not know 
Where first to settle; bright and rare 
Brilliant with colours, in carefree flight 
It's swept along, a toy of the air. 







Softness of butterfly wings - sublime 
Song of rough hands that have left the 

plough 

Jubilant that in the rosy May 
You carry a promise of laden bough. 





Blushes of butterfly wings - the chaste 
Star of the morn, that hides by day 
Deep in the well, deep in the depths 
Its silver light in the waters' play. 






Frolicsome butterfly wings - you bear 
The memory of times when the earth 

was wed 

Which, as love wakes in the spring-time 

gay 

Bursts from the heart by longing sped. 




On wings that glitter with dewdrops 

bright 

Butterfly, sipping the honeyed mead 
Of the clover green and the heavy-laden 
Chalice of flowers that fires the head. 





Stealthily follows a boy on tip-toe 
Bending as though he were struggling 

to keep 

His own wild wings from bearing 

him up 


Into the sky's inviting deep. 




Thus both a while above the grass 
Hover, then plunge again to rise. 

Nor are these players a lonesome pair 
All creatures have wings 'neath the 

spring's soft skies. 



II 





Why do I still long so dearly 
Butterfly wings to possess? 
Onward to fly ere the hoarfrost 
Softly the clover caress? 








Day-dreams are easy, but harder 
From those fond dreams to break free, 
Hardest of all though is waiting. 
Waiting that some day... maybe ... 




He who forever relinquished has wings, 
Butterfly wings, and has drawn 
Earth's heavy weight in his body and 

limbs 

May stumble, but yet reach the dawn. 



Beauty of butterfly wings - a rainbow 
After the storm dispersed into dust 
Which, when it covers the fields and 

meadows 

Mirrors azure, with fiery thrust. 







Gossamer butterfly wings - the earth 
Heaved in the spring a quivering sigh 
And through the summer it lightly 

breathes 

O'er clover green and wild thyme shy. 



Frolicsome butterfly wings - you bear 
The memory of times when the earth 

was wed 

Which, as love wakes in the 

spring-time fair, 
Bursts from the heart by longing sped. 






Pity the life of the wingless one 
More still the plight of him whose wings 
Lure him to flutter and flit around 
His tiny world of tiny things. 





Better no wings, but the iron will 
To give life wings - as it has in the land 
Where, far away, man has fashioned 

for man 

A future where man by man does stand. 







Come back, oh life, to us who once. 
Fluttered and flitted on butterfly wings. 
Spread out your beaut/ to Are again 
Our talents wasted on trifling things. 



Green grows the grass to-day as then 
Scented as ever the air. 

But this year's May is a different one, 
Sterner and wiser though fair. 





Butterflies! Frolic as ever you did... 
Without me though - my die is cast. 
Foolish, who conjure up memories dead, 
Lost those who live in the past. 




Countless the graves since sunk in the 

earth 

And cradles new-fashioned for man. 
Fools only think on gossamer wings 
The ages vast to span. 





Where are you, butterfly moments, 
When wings I had thought to possess 
To-day a changed being I stand here 
From life deeper meaning to wrest. 



Where are you, butterfly moments, 
When I flitted from gay flower to stone? 
Many the miles that I flitted. 

Borne by the wind on, alone. 







Well that I cannot return there 
Battered the wings are and frayed. 
Now must I settle the reckoning, 
To find - 'tis not easily paid. 







EPILOGUE 

Th e delightful, sometimes phantasti- 
cally colourful, but always delicate 
patterns of butterfly wings, attracted Max 
Svabinsky's outstanding abilities as a 
draughtsman right from his very youth. 
It still does so to-day. Into the extensive 
work done in the field of painting and 
drawing, by this artist who is now in 
his eightieth year, a long chain of butter¬ 
fly paintings and illustrations are char¬ 
mingly woven. They are an arresting 
and gay source of delight and their signi¬ 
ficance and meaning in his work can per¬ 
haps best be compared to the songs in 
the work of some of the great masters 
of symphonic music. 




In this book, a selection of coloured 
and black and white drawings have been 
included, etchings and lithographs in 
which Svabinsky, with masterly skill and 
a heart filled with enthusiasm and feel¬ 
ing for the beauty and delicacy so lavish¬ 
ly expended by nature when creating 
these magnificent winged creatures, has 
caught their elusive colour and form. For 
Svabinsky this is a sort of graphic essen¬ 
ce of the beauty of summer nature, cele¬ 
brating its consummation at the time of 
ripening. 

Svabinsky's work, to-day richly evalua¬ 
ted, tremendously varied and full of poe¬ 
tic content, grew, even in his youth, to 



height and breadth with admirable vita¬ 
lity; it grew in an ordered way, without 
deep, dramatic upheavals or sudden 
breaks. This does not mean, however, 
that his work developed monotonously 
into insipid simplicity. On the contrary. 
The safeguarding of the main direction 
and the force of his growth allowed a 
highly exacting inner law to form and 
develop into intricate forms of extraordi¬ 
nary beauty and finish. The basis of his 
work has always been the most perfect, 
poetic content for the richest realistic 
draughtsmanship. This formed the basis 
even for Svabinsky’s youthful work as 
a portraitist in which he soon made a 





name for himself as an excellent portrait 
painter; he followed this principle as the 
years passed, in all his paintings and 
illustrations. Realistic drawing, backed by 
masterly ability for expression is the 
scaffolding on which Svabinsky's work 
as a poet-painter is built up. This work 
is an integral part of his unforgettable 
creations. In a number of pictorial com¬ 
positions, mostly of an allegorical nature, 
he expressed his vision of happy human 
life, his sensibilities overwhelmed by the 
beauty of the human body and of nature, 
with which he was in constant and close 
contact. In unique fashion Svabinsky 
applied his highly developed feeling for 




monumental compositions and colour 
mastery of large surfaces in his drafts 
for the decoration of a number of win¬ 
dows of St. Vitus' Cathedral, in the mo¬ 
saic for the Burial Chapel in the National 
Memorial on the Vitkov heights in 
Prague and in other monumental works. 

Svabinsky^'s great skill as a draughts¬ 
man cried out for a higher, more severe 
judgment in his use of the most varied 
techniques of illustration. He made them 
his own very quickly and approached 
each technically new experiment with 
his innate feeling of responsibility and 
great conscientiousness; even his first 
steps in illustrative technique can be con- 






sidered valuable works of art. Through¬ 
out his long and unbelievably fruitful 
lite, Svabinsky never deserted his work 
as an illustrator. Today he is the creator 
of the most extensive and technically 
most mature illustrative work in contem¬ 
porary Czech art. 

We have said that Svabinsky loves 
and admires nature, that he inclines to 
her with his whole, sensitive soul. Land¬ 
scape drawing is thus an inner necessity 
for him, though he is not a landscape 
painter. His knowledge of the subject is, 
however, thorough. He is passionately 
interested above all in butterflies, insects, 
flowers - both of his native land and of 





foreign parts. He knows them almost as a 
scientist knows them, and he has collec¬ 
tions of them. Every holiday adds to 
his landscape drawings, snatches of na- 
tore with insects, flowers and butterflies. 
These small sketches in which the sim¬ 
ple pencil conveys in masterly fashion 
the light and colour values observed, are 
spontaneous creations, born of inspired 
and poetic stimulation. They came into 
being, then, not as mere appendages to 
his work but rather as the nucleus of his 
great work, and they are rightly estima¬ 
ted an integral part of it. 
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